T he Hijlork of 

The very bottome and the foule ofhope, 

T he very lift,the very vtmoft bound 
q £ al our fortunes, 
r DoH£ % faith, and fo we ftro'uld. 

Where now remaines a fweet rcuerfion. 

We may boldly fpend vponthc hope ofwhatt’is tocomein 
A comfort of retirement Hues in this. 

Hot . A randcous,a home to fly vnto. 

If that the Diuell and raifehan ce Jookc b i < * 

V P on the maiden-head of ou r affaires. 

W or. But yeti would your father had been here; 

The quality and hcaire of our attempt 
Brookes no diuifion, it will be'thought 
By fome,thatknow not why heis away. 

That wifdome,loyalty,andm-crediflikc 

Ofourproceedings,kept the Earle from hence. 

And thinkc,how luchan apprehenflon 
.May turnc the tide of fearefull fadion. 

And breed a kindeofqueftiomn our caufet 
F or.wel y ou know,wc of the offriog fide, 

Muft lceepe aloofe from ft ri<fbarbitrement, 

And flop all fight holes.euery loope, from whence, 
Theeyeofreafonmaypriein vponvs. 

This abfenceofy our fathers drakes a curtaine, 

T hat fhe w cs the ignorant,a kind offeare 
Before not dreamt of, 

Hot.You ftraineteofar, 

I rather of his abfen.ee make this vfe,. 

It lends a luftre and more great oppinion, 

A larger dare to your great enterprize. 

Then if the Earle were hereifor men muft think. 

If we without his helpe can make a head 
To pufh againft a kingdome^with his helpe 
We fhall, or turneit topfle turuy downe. 

Yet al goes well.yet al our iontes are whole, 

Doug. As heart can thinke,thereisnotfuchaword 
Spoke ©fin Scotland, as this tearme offeare 
EuttrStrRi, Vemon. 

m 




Henry the fourth, 

Hrt.My coofm Vernon,wclcome by my fouled 
Ver PfayGod mynewesbe worth awelcome,Lord. 
The Earle ofWeftmerland/euen thoufand ftrong. 

Is marching hitherwards,withPrince lohn. 

HekNo harinewhat more? 
^rAndfurtherlihauelearnd, 

The King himfelfe in perfon hath fet forth, 

Or hitherwardes intended fpeedily. 

With Ihongandmighty preparation, 

H#* He mall be welcome too:where ishisfonne, 
The nimble footed madcap. Prince ofWales? 

Andhis Cumrades,that daft the world afide, 
AndbiditpafleJ 
Vtr. Ail furnifht, all in Armest 
All pluinde like Ettridges,that with the winde 
Baited like Eagles hauinglately bath’d. 

Glittering in golden coatslike images, 

Asful of Ipirit as the month of May, 

And gorgeous as the funne at Midfomer, 

Wanton asyouthful goates,wildc asyongbulsi 
I faw yong Harry with his beuer on, 

His cufhes on his thighes, gallantly armde, 

Rifefrom the ground likefeathered Mercury, 

And vaulted with fuch cafe into his feate, 

Asifanangell dropt downe from the cloudes, 

To turnc and wind a fiery Pegafus, 

And witch the world with noble horfcmanfhip < 
Htf.No more, no more, wors than the fun in March. 
Thispraile doth nourifli agues, let them come, 

They com like facrifices in their trim, 

And to the fire*eydniaide of Intoky war, 

All hotand bleeding will we offer them: 

The mailed Mars fhall on his altar fit 
Vp to the earcs in bloud.I am oh fire 
To hearethis rich reprtzall is fo nigh, 

Andyct not ours;Come,lct metakemy horfe, 

Who is to boareme like a thunderbolt, 

Againft the bofome of the Prince of Wales, 

Ha 



Harry 
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